LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN                283

CCCIIL

CANNES, December 16, 1867.
FINE weather has returned and I am
beginning to breathe again. I am at the
mercy of every change of the weather, and
there is not a barometer which I may not
surpass by the sureness of my predictions.
I am much frightened by politics; there is,
in the general tone of the journals and of
the orators, something which recalls 1848 to
me. There are strange fits of anger, with-
out apparent causes. All nerves are
strained.

CCCIV.

CANNES, January 5, 1868.
DEAR friend, forgive my belated answer.
I have been, and am still, ill. The cold hurts
me a great deal. I am anxious for my good
friend, Panizzi, who is ill in London. The
last news which I had from him, shows that
he is discouraged, which is a very bad symp-
tom in patients. I am reading a book whichthe chapters
